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over his opium, holding a glowing charcoal delicately with a
pair of small brass tongs to the hole in the porcelain pipe where
the brown paste is pressed down to bubble and liquefy, with
the most nauseating smell. When the opium failed to console,
a pocket flask of arak was propped up in front of the doctor.
Loneliness, which strains all but the strongest natures, was
slowly demoralizing this amiable young man: he was going to
seed merely from the want of someone of his own kind to talk
to. He had taken a degree in Teheran, and now spent his life
on the Caspian shore, dividing himself between typhoid,
dysentery and malaria in a region so deadly that Lord Curzon
declared: " There is not in the same parallel of latitude a more
unhealthy strip of country in the world," and Sir John Chardin
relates that when a governor was sent there by Shah Abbas,
the courtiers would ask: " Has he killed or robbed anybody,
that he is sent Governor of Gilan?"
The doctor's baby girl, who was teething, had begun to fade
away in that damp heat, and this was the cause that brought
him to his mother's village in the mountains for the first time
since his student days, at so providential a moment.
I was not the first English citizen he had rescued. A young
man travelling to buy silks along the Caspian had been caught
by illness years ago and fled like me for refuge to the hills.
There in a village of the jungle my doctor found him, delirious
with typhoid, unable to say a word to his Persian servant, and
weeping quietly into his pillow—a proceeding which under
the circumstances anyone who has ever been in such a predica-
ment may understand. He was still strong enough to fight
violently when put into a cold bath, and eventually recovered.
" The truth is," said the doctor, " that we know more about
these illnesses than you do, for we deal with nothing else all
our lives."
He had many difficulties to struggle against, the first being
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